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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

TO A NEW ENGLAND GIRL 

Ah, you have taken my hot delight 

In France and stripped it of its wings ; 

Broken the swift Icarian flight 

Of untoward imaginings 

That sought a sun hardly my own. 

And you have winged and brought me down 

Through sudden ecstasy to rest 

Upon your white New England breast, 

Where love is fragrantly austere 

As those deep-bosomed hillsides are 

That slope down to Franconia, 

Full-blossoming in early year. 

TO AN AUTHENTIC PRIEST 

He weighs me down, this Christ of yours. 
He weighs me down — his arm is on 
My elbow in the streaked dawn; 
Oppresses he my evening hours; 
Still he outshines the manifold 
Bright rays that centre in my heart. 
Much loveliness I knew grows cold 
The while his threatening fires start 
To gnaw at this old edifice 
Of sturdy lusts. Outsavors he 
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Edward Townsend Booth 

The savor of my ancient bliss. 
He tempts me to apostasy. 

Edward Townsend Booth 



THE INTRUDER 

Across my book your hand augustly reaches — 

Thrusts it away. 
I turn impatient to the window, watching 

The tossed trees' play, 
March sunshine glinting on a chilly rain-pool 

That snow-banks frame. 
A lusty wind comes gusting on its errand 

And names your name. 

Captive, defeated, having striven I yield me 

To thought awhile; 
Letting the sunlight on the roughened waters 

Bear me your smile; 
Hearing the mischief-making wind that named you 

Question afresh 
If spirit find in spirit full contentment 

Only through flesh. 

Grace Stone Coates 
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